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history thrown off with a marvelous dash, without 
a model, without much labor — a triumph of facility 
by a man with a fiery turbulent temperament and 
a power 'of visualization rare indeed. In fact the 
more we analyze this work, the more we see that 
Tintoretto trivialized a great subject. We soon 
feel that he was not himself highly emotioned by 
his subject and that it was executed quickly for 
some church or convent. In short, he was neither 
serious nor sincere in this work, and so merely 
interests us without rousing our emotion. The 
result is it does not strike emotion from any one 
except those paint faddists who are daft on "clever 
painting," and even they are soon wearied. And 
then, what do they do? The poor Bohemians run 
off and whine about the "dreariness" of historical 
and the "punkiness" of religious pictures, with- 
out ever having taken the trouble to study the 
difference between such a great historical picture 
as is Gerome's "Death of Caesar" and the inferior 



historical picture like this "Ascension of Christ" 
by Tintoretto. 

In short, all that saves this work which we are 
considering from being called hopelessly trivial is 
the great subject chosen, and the undoubtedly 
clever and even powerful color work, and a certain 
decorative movement that is not to be despised. 
It shows a great master at work here, even if in an 
"off moment" when he was not keyed up to doing 
his best to be great. 

This example of a great subject being trivialized 
by faulty conception, faulty composition, faulty 
drawing and weak expression, in spite of its clever 
work and technical leger-de-main absolves us from 
the duty of analyzing, this month, a trivial work 
of art, because it shows how a great artist can be- 
come trivial by not seriously and conscientiously 
making the most that he can of every subject he 
handles, above all of such a historical subject as 
Christ going home to his Father. 



THE SWIMMER 



I dive where the gleaming rollers play — 
Green caves under the foam and spray — 
And swim far out where the waves coquet 
With the sunbeams dancing a minuet 
And turn and drift on the limpid bed, 
Arms tucked under the resting head. 
As I dream in the rock of the restless swell 
The sky curves up like a great sea-shell. 



Or I dart down under the aquamarine 
Searching the depths of luminous green 
And pressing up with the palms of the hands 
I pierce to the rocks and the silver sands 
Where the shell-fish cling and the seaweeds flow 
Down in the strange green twilight glow 
That is never dim and is never bright ; 
And I shoot up, up through the wavering light. 



Like a plunging seal I swiftly swim 
Joyous back from the blue sea-brim: 
Out and over and in and back 
My flashing arms cleave a foamy track 
And I gulp my breath in, deep and quick, 
As I forge ahead with the scissor-kick 
And I spring on the shining breaker-crests 
And shoot to land on their snowy breasts 
And the sea-spray drips as I leap and run 
Across the sands in the noonday sun. 



Phoebe Hoffman 



